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Contributing Artists 



These are just some of the artists that have contributed to Ubernothing. Here, in their own words, 

they are immortally personalized. 



Brian Patrick Eha 

Brian Patrick Eha, a student at the Columbia University Graduate School of Journalism, is a freelance 
writer and poet and the operations director of Avant Creative, a strategic communications and 
branding firm. His poetry is forthcoming in Modern Age. 

You can follow him on Twitter @brianeha . 



Francis Denis 

Born the 30th of January, 1954 at Saint-Omer, a small village in the north of France, Francis Denis is 
a self taught painter. 

After having established himself during many years with writing and poetry (he created among others 
the poetic review "Lieux-D'etre with the poet Regis Louchaert), all in devotion to the illustration of 
reviews and poetic collections and in animating an association of artists and poets in the region, 
Francis Denis decided to concentrate himself exclusively to painting, parallel to his profession as a 
teacher. 

After a fantastic, classic, and abstract period, he liberated himself from that line of work in order to 
tackle oil painting. 

He likes to work by theme: bathers, the painter and his model, motherhood, the passion of 
Christ. ..and also on different mediums such as canvas, paper, cardboard, or even wood. 

He regularly displays in France (Paris and province) and abroad (Republic of Macedonia, Belgium, 
Spain, Austria, Italy...). 

Articles are regularly devoted to him in specialized reviews such as "Arts Actualites Magazine," "Art et 
Decoration," and others on the web. 

Francis Denis participates as well in the artistic life in the region of the audomaroise since he is co- 
organizer of the "Festival d'Art Sacre Contemporain: The Seekers of Light," which has taken place 
each year in the cathedral of Saint-Omer since June of 2008. He is equally responsible, with Alain 
Lesnard, for the artistic expositions which are held all year at the Cabaret, always in Saint-Omer. 

Recently, he has reunited with his first loves and gives himself anew to writing. 



Harold Valentine 

Harold Valentine is a former reporter from The Tampa Tribune, and he is enjoying getting back to 
creative writing. He will soon launch a site that will cast a critical eye on local, national and 
international cultural events and entities. 



Jon Didier 

Born in Tampa, FL, Jon Didier has been making artwork since his early childhood. Raised with a 
Montessori education and graduating high school with an LB. Diploma, Jon perpetuated his fine art 
career, earning a B.F.A. degree in Drawing/Printmaking from the University of Central Florida. He 
currently works as a printer for Flying Horse Editions in Downtown Orlando. Jon's work has been 
displayed at the Orlando Museum of Art, Gallery twelve21, the Skatepark of Tampa, and numerous 
other venues across the Central Florida area. His undergraduate thesis, Art, Avoidism, and 
Automation, and artist book, Cocaine for the American Ambition, are published and available at the 
main University of Central Florida Library. 

Jon's body of work is based primarily in copper etching and mixed media drawing. Employing self- 
invented symbolic narrative, his work tackles complex subject matter ranging from labor, the struggle 
for success and purpose, ethics and integrity. Jon's artistic retrospective is an ongoing, evolutionary 
response to environmental instability, levels of social awareness, and his own beliefs and perceptions. 
When not making art, Jon is a devout practitioner and supporter of the underground hip-hop scene in 
Tampa/Orlando, collaborating with bands like The Crazy Carls and Variety Workshop, and as 
rapper/frontman for his own group, project: SAVE c.a. hircus. 



Leah Pecoraro 

Leah Pecoraro has never been one to go with the grain, her questions regarding humanity live in her 
art and are frequent. Her message conveyed is simple in wordage yet complex in scope. Leah's art 
asks that we explore our own labyrinths in the cerebral realm, that we dissect common ideals of self 
purpose. Her questions are universal and encapsulate religion, politics, sex, and emotion, all the while 
exploring foundations of childhood that have sculpted the human personality. She reveals little 
windows into each and shows that they are all strung together in one hectic strand. Leah is a self 
taught artist; her personal schools of thought revolve around the observational realizations of 
interaction and reaction. She is increasingly interested and inspired by the human psyche and its 
never ending frustrations and achievements. She states that her artistic impulses are based on 
intuitive instincts and desires, projecting her personal findings of self in an attempt to reach common 
ground with the viewer. "While I work I subconsciously ask myself questions, I'm always amazed to 
find the answers when I step away from a piece. It tends to lead me more than I lead it." Leah strives 
to communicate the intricacies of thought patterns which force mundane realities into a new light. Her 
thick layering and busy aesthetic suggests that the mind is never silent but always flashing tiny 
pictorial fragments of memory and personal perception in an attempt to comprehend one another. "My 
work conveys the cerebral as never lying stagnant but always striving to understand and evolve. " She 
continually explores her relationship with new avenues of self expression, experimentation, and 
personal growth/ understanding. 



Meg Goodbout 

Meg Godbout was born in the usual fashion in Clearwater, FL in 1987. She works for the political 
consulting firm Luntz Global, LLC by day and writes fantasy novels by night. Formerly a member of the 
St. Petersburg Times X-Team, she is currently finishing a Bachelor's in history at the University of 
South Florida. She is also working on a novel about Old English mythology. Her greatest literary 
influences are Jack London, Rudyard Kipling, Ralph Waldo Emerson, and Harry Harrison. 

For more information, please visit her website at http://www.meqqodbout.com . 



Raymond Roewert 

Raymond is a philosopher, historian, critic, cynic, shaman, priest, medicine man, wanderer, writer, 
photographer, poet, dreamer, lunatic, and mendicant purveyor of flatulent didactics. 



Shawn Goldberg 

Shawn Goldberg lives in Florida. He has a website, BestFriendAIIStars.com, where you can read more 
of his stories. 

Email him at kayheye@qmail.com and tell him what you think. 



Wayne Williams 



Born 1/18/53. I've acquired many titles in my life, but artist has been the most accurate since the 
earliest of memories. For me, few endeavors reward more than the process of bringing new art into 
the world. During the late '80s through the '90s, I worked as a 3D computer animator, I've been a 
photographer since the mid '70s, and a poet since the late '60s. Photography is still my love, and 
poetry will always be my passion. Currently, I work in communications & marketing, where I call on 
my creative skills every day to construct informational and promotional pieces. I also host Poets Live!; 
an open mic venue which has given poets in the Tampa Bay area a place to read their work since April 
of 2006. 



Editor's Note 



I will not answer for the work in this issue. 

I do not posses it, nor am I bound by a rental agreement (I am/we are freelance, no contract, not 
bound by prior promotions, promises, or terms of agreement [especially the latter]). 

I am not the father. We've done the blood work. For that matter I am also a woman. But that's 
hindsight. 

To be accurate, I am commandeering the work in this issue and forcing it out of its rightful birthplace 
by the request of the owners. The fruit of which is born in another's computer screen, coffee shops, 
art studios, subways, Clearwater, bathroom walls, exhibits, napkins, France, anxious minds, 
etcetera. Ubernothing is local in the sense of the global, in the sense of the microscopic, but we like to 
dwell near the bay. 

Which brings me to my point - it is not my rightful place to describe these pieces to you: 

These works speak of their own accord, and each shout of anger and brilliance and beauty is not 
mine. 

This issue speaks with the shriek of an almost snapped violin string. 

Ubernothing is not made of musicians (metaphorically speaking). We provide concert halls, albeit at 
times shabby acoustics, which occasionally reverberate the coughs and shuffles of our intimated 
subjectivities (you'll forgive us, for we are old souls). We provide the introductions, the name tags and 
the occasionally a piece of metacritic flair. We are the silent observers of tacit acquaintance in the 
presence of expressionistic scenarios including: 

connectivity, estrangement, lust, guilt, mysticism, the fall (the fall indeed). 

Furthermore, Ubernothing does not accept accolades, or insults (although we've been known to ask 
for it). We're your friendly neighborhood brown-box shipping agency (American as apple strudel), and 
we hold your messages within the spaces of our (pixel) walls for pick up, for exposure, and to deliver 
back to sender. We are the friendly reminder. 

Dear Reader: 

The Ubernothing Team is honored to present to you "our" third issue, which allowed itself to be 

introduced, but refuses to let itself be compressed and sterilized. 

Best, 

The IMilli-ficent Milieu 



The Ghost of Self-inflicted 
Catharsis 



First exhibited at the Dunedin Brewery's Green Room, Dunedin, FL 
Mixed Media 



Jon Didier 

Dunedin, FL 




10 



Expulsion 

Copper Etching 

Jon Didier 

Dunedin, FL 




11 



Loss of Brain Waves 



First exhibited at the Dunedin Brewery's Green Room, Dunedin, FL 
Mixed Media 

Jon Didier 
Dunedin, FL 




12 



Untitled 

Augustus West 

I felt very close to this doctor who I would see for an average of ten minutes or so just twice a year. 
I'd started seeing him when I was 16yrs old and he was just a young doctor getting started. Last year 
I read in the paper that his infant son had died in a pool accident, and later his wife committed suicide 
out of grief. When I saw this doctor in his office later, I was surprised to find him as I always had. 
Friendly and warm. Happy, even. 

I did not bring up what I'd read in the paper. But I asked him if I could take his picture, telling him I 
was taking portraits for a class. He agreed and later I would find myself being distracted by this image 
lying around on top of papers on my desk. The smile always made me uneasy, and it began to seem 
to me more like a deathly grimace. The image began to have the impact on me like those of mothers 
and wives in wartime images when they wailed over their dead sons and husbands. 

Fearing that my doctor friend would catch something of my thoughts in my demeanor, I skipped our 
next appointment. The doctor made a personal phone call to check on me, which is unusual for a man 
in that profession. I lied to him, saying that my mother had died and that I had forgotten all about my 
appointment. The silence on the line was so that I eventually said, "Hello?" Then I heard a breath 
come from the other end, like air coming out of a depressed tire. 

"I'm sorry," I heard him say quietly, and then click. 
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Gravitus 

Meg Goodbout 

Largo, FL 

Where the parched earth waits, 
dry cracks and dusty crevices 
trembling before the ozone-scented 
black front roiling on the horizon, 
there I find You, Gravitus. 

In the charged silence before 
slashing rain, hail, and wind's fury 
flattening all while the earth gapes 
dumbly up with its thirsty mouth, 
there you wait, stalking forward 
with dusty feet, spear trailing 
behind in one hand. 

In the quickened one-two staccato 
of heartbeats, the caught breath, 
I find You, and when we meet 
the clouds break, all is chaos 
and storm, gray pounding oblivion, 
a flash flood of divinity-when 
all has gone, there we remain, 
and where we meet, there is green. 
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Bad Faith 

Meg Goodbout 

Largo, FL 



Nowadays when the sun rises, 
does Apollo drive a red mustang 
over the bowl of the sky? 

Come five billion years or so, 
it won't, Apollo's highway wreck 
leaving the fact apparent 
that nothing is eternal, 
nor is faith faithful. 

I come, and go, and come to you again, 

in the long shadows 

where we keep, and pass, and turn again. 

I know nothing, you know, 
half of me crawling 
out the cave with Plato, 
the other scrambling back in 
after Buddha. 

What else to do but sit 

with Li Po's ghost and a cup of wine, 

counting the ways I might be wrong? 
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Faceless Reflection in Rusted 
Mirror 



Raymond Roewert 
Clearwater, FL 




Table for Two 

Raymond Roewert 

Clearwater, FL 
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Catafalque 

Brian Patrick Eha 



Golden gorge of exile, like autumn rain 
battered by winds in you I fall and fall. 

Even my spirit is dead, a catafalque 

borne on my body's bier— shouldered by nerves, 

muscles, bones like two hundred pallbearers 
weary, footsore, through endless black ravines 

mourning their posthumous burden, lavishing 
loss on loss. No time for old age, time's vengeance 

on all great spirits, but only bitter death 
like an uninvited guest. All burnt to ash 

within myself (both man and laughing daemon) 
among these people, far from healing snows. 



After Birth 



Brian Patrick Eha 

The obstetrician's large-veined hands lower, 
with infinite gentleness, into the bassinet 
the red-faced child. 

Already the child, a marine being these nine months, 

has learned to breathe the melancholy air 

while knowledge filters down to him like sunlight. 

It enters him, knowledge so terrible it is like a forgetting, 

like an old man's forgetfulness of home— 

the knowledge of his exile, the inheritance of birth 

at which we wail and cry. 

Nurses pass to and fro, their uniforms 

a parade of cartoon animals, 

while in the bassinet his cries subside. 

The moon is whispering to him of the fall of man. 

The father looks on while the mother, spent, 
falls back upon the sheets. And almost happy, 
purely happy, holds the infant 

that is already changed minutely from the one 

just born. The nurse departing kills the overhead fluorescents. 

In the dark a light is shining like a light of promise. 
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On the child's decaying forehead 
the yellow moon is leaning. 



Mandate 



Brian Patrick Eha 

White glow of certainty, poet's mandate, 
on delirium's dark shore extinguish now. 

Let the winter rains which, like silver thread, 
weave all in sorrow, whisper on your grave. 

For I am nothing, less than nothing, held 
helpless as a leaf in a dark river drowned, 

starving for truth, beauty, all useless things 
admired by connoisseurs who never see 

the heart's labor that wrests them from the earth, 
nor ever know the cost— the broken hours, 

the fractured sleep, and the endless flock of selves 
abandoned in the vale of memory. 

Distantly in my dreams they come and go. 

At dusk, when the world— remote, unreachable— 

seems a slate pencil drawing, I wish to join 
them in a silence that will never close. 
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La lecture 

Oil on Canvas 

Francis Denis 
Longuenesse, France 




Homme a la marguerite 



Oil on Canvas 

Francis Denis 
Longuenesse, France 



20 




21 



La nuit 

Oil on Canvas 

Francis Denis 
Longuenesse, France 
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Ambient Show - Impressions I 



Wayne Williams 

Largo, FL 

Anticipation ends 

and the flow of aural fibers begins. 

Dance and weave, dance and weave 

into a soft wild meadow. 

Until life, like the breath of a hazy May, 

drifts above the daily drum, 

where cave notes turn to flint 

strike texture upon the silence. 

And with the final fading drone, 

fresh liquid banners 

filled with symbols from the crowd, 

we, the sweetly afflicted, 

are carried through a lofty cedar wood 

on feathered midnight shoulders. 



Ambient Show - Impressions II 



Wayne Williams 

Largo, FL 

Affect is the lure, 
effect is the want. 

So, a line is drawn along orbits of time, 

where the amphitheater 

once raged in the dust of dance, 

the moderns now, on the flow of digits. 

And there has always been fuel, 

some amorphic actuator 

to spur the cerebral forge, 

melding tones into keys 

and loose hinges into manifest liberation, 

toward light, furtive hills, 

solutions, worth, 

an unlikely climb, an impossible dive, 

salvation sensations, 

buoyant, as sonic balloons. 
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The Last Competition of Man 

Shawn Goldberg 
Tampa, FL 

Finally, our Neanderthal ancestors defeated that final monster, devoured his beastly body and 
sacrificed the huge heart to the seven star gods, and decided to stop being nomadic. Huts, fashioned 
from tree trunks, pimpled fertile earth. Soon crops bloomed. Fences were fabricated, holding a few 
animals domesticated. But, the huts collapsed during the height of winter. The crops died and the 
animals followed suffering from a mysterious disease. Their community was tattered and dilapidated. 
Their experiment failed; and so, they decided to become nomadic again; they sacrificed the last goat, 
setting it ablaze on sheets of whitewood, sending out a fiery eye adrift into the bone-cold black 
swamp; and wandered west, and planned to continue onward forever except for what was discovered 
three new moons later, beneath pale light, where beyond humps of grassy hills, low mud huts, 
engineered with superior expertise, trailed tall shadows and they crept with jealous stealth, spying 
through windows and silently rummaging in plentiful vegetable gardens, ignoring scarecrows. Pigs, a 
nearby river, a plethora of pottery. They had succeeded and flourished; and instead of an introduction 
with pleasant candor or an offering of deerskins, they crashed into the mud huts and slaughtered 
everyone with ferocious truncheon blows. At dawn, no fear lingered; they would stay and try again, 
and pillage the technology, overcoming the previous errors; and advance to cultivate a brighter future 
despite what preternatural knowledge was lost during the moonlit annihilation. 



Collage I 

Brad Kokay 
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Collage II 

Brad Kokay 
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Bukowski's Dead 



Lyrics 

Christopher Nadeau 
St. Petersburg, FL 

Bukowski's dead 

You killed him with your emulation 

Bukowski's dead 

You killed him with your emulation 

Vulgarity vulgarity 

Shock value shock value 

A typewriter and a beer 

It's not enough it's not enough 

Henry Miller screams, 

"I think I've been here before" 

Henry Miller screams, 

"I think I've been here before" 

Vulgarity Vulgarity 

Shock value shock value 

Hooker with one leg 

It's not enough it's not enough 
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Stuck on the Moon 



Lyrics 

Christopher Nadeau 
St. Petersburg, FL 

Remember Josephine? 

She was super clean 

Fly so high alone 

Dreams of the future 

I had a lunch with her 

There was something new 

She took a pill a pill 

Now there's nothing new 

She's stuck she's stuck she's stuck 

For equilibrium 

Why don't you go to the moon? 

Remember Stacy too? 

She had a crush on you 

Her frizzy frizzy hair 

From 1982 

She took a pill a pill 

But you always knew 

She's stuck she's stuck she's stuck 

For equilibrium 

Why don't you go to the moon? 

Remember Sister Lou? 

Dead at a drive-thru 

She took a pill a pill 

To calm insanity 

The flying saucer said, 

"we've had enough of you" 

The dinosaur she said, 

"we are through with you" 

Stuck inside your mind 

So much happening out here 

Why don't you go to the moon? 



Behind the Veil of Inspiration 



Currently in private collection. 
Mixed Media 

Leah Renee Pecoraro 

Dunedin, FL 
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Untitled 



Shadow box for Fused, an Aesthetic House production; shown at the Silver Meteor Gallery. 
Kinetic work, mixed media. 

Leah Renee Pecoraro 

Dunedin, FL 
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Top Nine Reasons Why Tampa 
Bay's Art "Scene" Fails 

Harold Valentine 

Tampa/Ybor City, FL 

1. We're afraid to be what we are ... It has been said, "Tampa is not a blue-collar town. It's not 

a white-collar town. It's a no-collar town." People move here to retire or to raise their family with their 
dental hygienist-40K-a-year job in a warm climate. OK, let's not be afraid of our no-collar 
nothingness. Let's be Zen, let our hair down, and be something different. 

2. Fear of the unknown ... We don't know how to embrace our nothingness. It's easier to lean on 
the hip-hop flavor of New York, or the pretty rock 'n' roll trash of L.A. or Vegas, especially when the 
Ed Hardy crowd is still alive and kicking in Tampa Bay. From my observation, there is not a 
burgeoning scene of good and original artists in Tampa Bay. Many of the good ones are less obvious 
with their influences. However, I think true art takes something more than wanting a career or 
admiration from pretty people; it should be a personal crisis naked of superego. As with a failing 
sports team, you can bitch aplenty about management and the coaching staff, but if you ain't got the 
players, the game will not be competitive. 

3. The web's interconnectivity myth ... The internet is amazing. It has aided in the Arab Spring. 
It has saved the lives of countless trees, and it can rekindle nostalgic romances from high school. But 
not even the internet has made a dent in Tampa's cultural apathy. A Facebook page, a blog, or a 
website of an art collective has been just another click on mankind's largest commercial - the 
internet, the great false hope that we are not alone. 

4. Greener pastures ... Talented area artists are consistently forced to another city, where, if one 
still cannot subsist on his art alone, at least he can benefit from a more culturally savvy environment. 
I have heard promises from significant art movers and shakers that they will be back to enrich Tampa 
Bay. I have heard complaints from artists who have stayed in town that their colleagues do not come 
back. Despite the unrequited hope for this area to be a meaningful cultural beacon to the world, the 
truth is the potential remains. Tampa is low-hanging fruit, yet ideas to pluck it haven't endured. 

5. Survey said - Money ... Artists who have played the game in Tampa for many years will say 
that money, and the will of those who have it, are part of the problem. It's not that there aren't rich 
folks around; it's that the money held here is the sort of nouveau-redneck-y riche, or old people who 
delight in keeping their money. 

6. The 20th Century ... From the existentialism of Camus and Sartre to the modern whimsy of 
Pollock and Warhol, we modernes insist that art can be whatever the fuck we want it to be. A 
homeless guy puking - that's art. A tampon in a teacup - that's art. Why? - Because we said so! This 
is where the rubber meets the road for abstract art. Even if something is, by all accounts, an ugly 
piece of shit which demanded little effort, the claim to call it "art" - the question and debate - that is 
what is argued to be the real art. Does this strike you as a juvenile game of how dumb we can get and 
pass it off as something important? This game often leads to ... 

7. The everything-is-art fallacy ... If a facsimile can be art, if paint splatters can, too, then surely 
a plastic pink flamingo with a glued-on dildo to represent the raping of old Florida by developers can 
be art, right? Some people think everything is art. Far be it from me to put limits on it. To say that 
everything is art, however - from molecules to dirt to (insert bad idea here), assumes the existence 
of a creator, or god. It's appropriate, because when you have the excuse of god, and the excuse of 
"art," one gives himself the intellectual excuse to get away with anything. But if everything is art from 
a creator, then what is not art, and how can any piece be distinguished as special? No, let's assume 
that not all things are art. Let's have the discussion, as we have had with Pollock, and see what time 
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reveals. 

8. Everyone loves art ... To continue the thoughts from above; it is not enough to create just 
anything. In today's world, we are all writers and photographers. But how many of us read? How 
many of us know a shred about photography and its rich history? Art is a great buzz word for personal 
profiles. It sounds good on dating sites, right behind "wine tasting." My point: we care more about 
looking smart than being smart. 

9. A work in progress / "at least I created something" ... Here is the most sympathetic reason 
behind crappy art, and a legitimate one. My only suggestion - perhaps many of us can reconsider how 
early we are in any given work in progress. Yes, at least you did something. But is the world better off 
for your incomplete, not-quite-good art? 



